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wasn't it? It was, and it wasn't. He wanted something real,
secure: something that would last. But things didn't last
It was no use expecting them to. Perhaps one should be able
to live for the moment, forget the past and not worry about
the future. He wondered why he had never seen it that way
before. Even your friends changed. He thought of the
people he had known seven years ago... fourteen years ago.
Wasn't a man supposed to change completely every seven
years? You changed. They changed. The friends you kept
were the ones who changed with you: who went your way...
'You'd better have two spares,' the man had said. cln this
country...'
cYes, two spares.' Well, two spares hadn't been enough.
He was an immaculate young man with an Oxford accent,
like all motor salesmen. They were a special variety of young
man. Wilson wondered what went on in his mind ... in any
of their minds. They spent hours leaning, beautifully dressed,
against the fenders of the cars they were selling: just waiting
for someone to come in. They spoke in a special way. Nice
car... new features... trade-in.,, just try it and you'll see
what I mean... no comparison. Then he had said just what
Frazer had said the night before: elf you come back this
way, we'll buy it back.,. cheaper really this way.'
Cheaper than what? Hiring, he meant, presumably.
Tomorrow morning do?'
'Yes,'
cAt the Salisbury. Nice hotel, isn't it? We'll see to the
insurance and everything. You've got your license, haven't
you?9
He had looked forward to getting the car. As soon as he
had it, he would go. He was tired of Nairobi. He had seen
everything: the herds of game; the Macmillaa Memorial
Library; the Museum, another memorial; the four golf clubs,
the country dub, the polo club, the Aero Club, fie was tired
of Delamere Street and Harding Street He must get on*